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Then can my care tunde tongue dirKuer him. 

King Mtnccarc 
The worftiswoj 




rc is open, and mvJrcarr'prcpafd, 
►rldly loncthon^canftynfold,- 

ome lofl?whv twas mv rare. 
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Say, is my Kingdome lofl?why twas my care* 

And what loflc is it to be rid of care? 

Serines Bullingbrooke to be as great as wee * 1 
Greater he fhal not be, if he feruc God, 

Weele ferue him to o,and be his fellow Co: 

Rcuoltour fubietts, that we cannotm'end, 

They breake their fayth to God as wel as vs* 

Cry vvo^denruOion^uinejand decay. 

The woiftisdcath^and death wilhauchisday. 

Scroo. Glad am I, that your highneffe is fo armdc, 
Tobearethe tydings ofcahmitie, 

Like an vnfcafonablc flormie day, 

Which makes the filuer Ri tiers drowne their fhorcs. 

As if the world were a! dilToludcto teares, 

So high aboue his limits fwels the rage 
Of Builingbrooke,couering your fcarefull land 
With hat d bright ileele, and hearts harder then flccle, 
White beards haue armd their thinne anc( haireleRc fealps 
AgainR thy maieftic : and boyes with womens voycei 
Striuc to Ipcikc bigge, andekp their feitialeioynts 
In fliffc vnwildie armes agairft thy Ciowne, 

Thy very beadfmen learne to bend theyr bowes 3 5 * Jt,i ^ 
Ofdoublefacal.cvvcagain(l thy ftate. 

Yea diftaffe womenmannage rufhe billes, 

Againdthy fcatc both yong and old rebel, 

And al goes woife then l haue power to tell. 

Ktng Too wel,tco wei thou telft a tale fo ilk 
Where is the Earle of Wiltfhire?wherc is Bagot? 

W hat is become of Bufhie?vvherc is Greene? » 

That they haue let the dangerous enemio 
JMcalure our confines with fuch peaceful fteps, 

Ifwe preuaile; their heades flial pay for it: 

I warrant they haue made peace with Bullingbrooke. 

' Scro. Peace haue they made with him indeed my LorA 

King .Qh viilaiccs, vipcrs,damnd without redemption 
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Dogicahly woonnetofawne on any man. 

Snakes in my heart bloud wannd.that ft ing my heart; 
Three IudaflcSjcach one thrice worfe then Iudas, 

Would they make peace,terrible hell. 

Make war Vpon their fpotred foulcs for this. 

Serf. Sweete loue I fee changing, his property 
Turnes to the fowreft and moft deadly hate, 
Againewcurfc their foules,theirpeace is made 
With hcad,and not with hands, thofc whom you curfe 
Haue felt the worft of deaths deftroying wound. 

And lieful low grau'd in the hollow ground. 

Jum. Is Bufhie,Grecne,and the Earle of Wikiliircdcad 
Scro. YealofthcinatBriftow loft their heades, 

Atm. Where is the Duke my father with his power? 

_Ktng No matter where,of comfort no man fpeakei : 

Lets talke of graues,of Wormes,and Epitaphs, 

Make duft our paper, and with raioic eye* 

Write forow on the bofome of the earth. .■ -,•[/< 

Lets choofc executonand talkeof wi!s; 

And yet not fo,for what can we bequeath, 

Saueourdepofedbodicstotheground} ... 

Our lands.our liucs.and al are Bullingbrooke*, 

Aud nothing can we cal our owne.but death. 

And that fmaU mode 1 of the barren earth. 

Which femes as paftc and couer to our bone*. 

For Gads fake lette vs fit vpon the ground, _ 

And tel fadde ftorie* of the death of Kin»s, 

How fome haue becne depofdc,fome flame in war, 
home haunted by theghofts they haue depoied, 
home poyfoned by their wiues,fome fleeping kild, 

A. murthercd,for within the hollow Crowne 

1 hat rounds the mortal templcsofaKin* 

d , Catl n his court ' and ^ere the antique fits, 
hng hisftatc,and grinningat his pompe, 

A lowing him a brearh,a little fceanc, 

1^^* fcard > and til with looker. 

As if4. Sh o m n Witl1 fcIfc 80(1 vaiac conceit, 

^ kthu flefo which wallc* about our life, 
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